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borders. You can actually see the ridges, and I had to feel it to convince myself it was not real wool. I believe the coloured stripes are made by iron in the rock. It was really hard work going through the cave; we climbed up and down steep stairs and had frequently to stoop nearly double, while twice over we had to crawl some distance on hands and knees. At these'
parts Miss B------(who was behind me) declares
that she lay down on the ground and wept with delight over the picture I presented, and the groans that escaped from me! I assure you, however, that in the end I was thankful even for the beggar's skirt, when I discovered how my petticoat was torn into ribbons by such usage, It took us two and a half hours to go through, which, after a mountain drive of thirty-six miles, is really not bad for the old lady, you '11 agree, , . . We were both dreadfully tired when it was over, but a good night's rest quite set us up again.
Yesterday we ought by rights to have visited three more caves, but I thought I should do very well if I achieved only one. So we took the advice of the young men who had gone with us the day before ; and as they warned us that the largest cave, called the Lucas, is hard work and very fatiguing, we decided to content ourselves with the Right Imperial. We enjoyed it very much; some of the effects were even more striking than in the cave we had already